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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—The Kaiser’s little plan to rule the waves ina hurry 
doesn’t seem to go very smoothly. Anyway, I ran over to his 
capital, and, Unter den Linden, I hear that he is not to have those 
ships just yet. 

BY RULE. 


Though Europe stand around and quiz 
The bravest of the braves, 
The latest fad of William is 
A wish to rule the waves. 
Well, William may be right or not 
To have his little burst, 
But, anyhow, I guess he's got 
Torule his Reichstag firs®. 


Came back in good time to help the Duke of York present the 
challenge cups at the Agricultural Hall. Dined with the Associated 
Chamber of Commerce to keep Lord Salisbury in countenance. 


_ Thursday.—Went over to Noisy-le-Sec, and saw all right for the 
interview between Her Most Gracious and Pr2sident Faure. Then 
rushed down to Henley to take stock of the Dark Blues, and back 
again to Putney to have an eye to the Cambridge ditto. Looked 
in later to hear Mr. Ellis lecture on art to a society with unpro- 
nounceable and unspellable name. Dined with the London 
General Porters’ Benevolent Institution at Whitehall Rooms. 


Friday.—Went to meet the King of the Belgians (here on 4 
Private visit), and see him comfortably settled at the Grosvener 
Hotel. Spent a very happy hour or two at the Goupil Gallery 
among some Dutch pictures, and attended Cretan meeting in the 
evening. 

Saturday.—Saw the King of the Belgians comfortably off to 
Brighton, after which ran over to Pretoria to ask Kruger the mean- 
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The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or lit 
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ing of ‘“‘een kwaaje vrouw.”’ Had beard it was an insult. Was 
assured on the contrary, that it is rather a compliment than other 
wise. ‘Tain’t pretty, anyway. 


TO OOM PAUL, 


Some say ‘‘ een kwaaje vrouw ' 
Is impudent and crude, 
And others tell us now 
It’s more polite than rude. 
We don’t know what you mean, 
But still we can’t allow 
A chap to call our Queen, 
‘Een (what's it ?) kwaaje vrouw.”’ 


Came back to Christie’s and saw a capital sale of 
Then to the Royal Institute of Water Colours for an 
Conversazioned at St. George’s Hospital in the 


Certainly not. 
old pictures. 
hour or two. 
evening. 


Monday.—Called on the Post Office employés and congratulated 
them on the attention to their grievances. Brought the Empress 
Frederick up from Bagshot early in the morning to Buckingham 
Palace and saw her off to Germany in the afternoon. Attended 
Duke of Connaught’s levee at St. James’s Palace. Brought Lord 
Wolseley up to town and dined with the Royal British Artists at 
the Trocadero. 


1: wesday.—Hurried off to Cambridge to see Dr. Nansen get his 
honorary degree (he gets another at Oxford to-morrow). 


HONOUR BY DEGREES. 


When to the land of constant freeze 
The glad explorer goes, 

To reach the very least degrees 
He tries, with all he knows. 

But when, returning home again, 
He shows he has not friz, 

At Universities it’s plain 
The big degrees are his! 


Dined with the Irish Nationalists at the Holborn. 
THe Sporrer. 


Two Storms. 


Blinker.—“ Dreadfal storm last night, wasn’s there? ’’ 
Satton.—“ Frightful! My wife went on at me something 


awful!’ 
Blinker.—“ I mean it rained and blew.” 
Satton.—" Tbhat’s what I meapv. Tne broom rained blows on me 


most unmercifully!”’ 


raru, spontaneously sent in. No contributions cas be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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MARCH WINDS. 


‘Oh, bother this wind and dust'!”’ 


‘‘ Not when it’s in your eye.” 
‘Tt all depends who's eye it’s in.”’ 


The Dwarf and the Giants. 
FROM A PHILHELLENIC POINT OF VIEW. 


Georgie-Porgie-put-in-a-Pie 
Was the tiniest boy in school, 
But his blood ran hot, and bis pluck ran high, 
And bis nerve was exceeding cool. 
Six big, big boys stood stupid and soft, 
As they looked on a broil uvsightly ; 
But Georgie-Porgie his coat he doffed, 
And he up with his shirt-sleeves lightly ! 


Georgie-Porgie was spry and quick 
On a fight for the right to go; 
Bobbie and Félixand Frank and Nick 
And Humbert and Willie were slow. 











: To Greece. 


(«Come the four corners of the world 
in arms.’’—SHAKESPEARE. } 



















































Cure of the unforgotten brave 
Your plucky sons we greet, 

atid The tyrant sees your banners wave 

i Ht A little indis-Crete. 

There was a sound of revelry, 

The cannon balls took flight, 

| And those Bazouks would scarcely be 
In “‘ transports" of delight. 


But he the Lord of Land and Sea 
Resents the wrongs you do— 
To plant your flag of Liberty 
Is most inSultan too! 


The Christian flag is still unrolled, 
And would be to the breeze, 

Were Muscle men e’en of the mould 
And type of Hercules. 


They sit within their curtained halls, 
’Mid scents and those that bear ’em, 

The while the whistling cannon balls 
Shall send them Harem-scare-’em. 


Oh, land of crescent, star and rose, 
Of love and song that weird 
The Greek has tweaked Mahommet’s 
nose, 


And plucked him by the beard. 


For Freedom’s battle once begun 
(I’m culling noble flowers) 

Shall sink the Crescent in the sun, 
Aud wake the sleeping Powers. 
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Smokeless Powder. 


A HOTEL proprietor near Paris went 
out shooting last week, and incautiously 
mixed his tobacco and gunpowder to- 
gether in the same pocket. Possibly he 
thought it would make the powder go 
further, but it had the opposite effect, 
and made the tobacco go further, for, 
when the unfortunate man filled his 
pipe with the mixture, it proved to be 
too strong for him, and, blowing the 
pipe to pieces, wounded him in the eye. 
There is no doubt but what it was a 
smokeless powder. 


Shiel Barry. 
Diep MarcH 13TH, 1897. 


THOUGH nevermore within that castle 
old 
Shalt thou. as Gaspard, hoard thy 
glittering heaps, 


He.-—** They say a speck of March dust is worth a king’s ransom.” Thou, in our hearts, hast hoarded more 


than gold 
A tender memory that never sleeps ! 


To follow so puny a pigmy’s lead, 
Oh, little those big boys cared : 

And to hammer his hide for his reckless deed— 
Why, what was more than they dared ! 


Willie and Félix and Frank and Bob 
And Humbert and Nick went blue ; 

And “‘ Here,”’ they said, ‘is a deuce of a job, 
And what the deuce shall we do?’’. 

Oh, Georgie-Porgie-put-in-a-Pie 
Was the tiniest boy in school, 

But the big boys watched his emprize so high, 
And—each of them looked like a fool ! 


Too True. 
fommy.—‘* What was the Stone Age, Pa?”’ 
Mr. Hardup ( feelingly).—‘‘ Well, my boy, this might be called 

the Stone Age, so many people are stony! ” 


MakcH 23, 1897. 







































x 


m 


@ 




















7_ 


Marcu 23, 1897. 





The Printer’s Reader. 


| Lord Glenesk, presiding at the annual 
dinner of the London Association of 
Correctors of the Press, said every 
writer owed a deep debt of gratitude to 
the printer’s reader.—Daily Paper. | 


WE echo all his lordship said 
About the printer’s reader, 

That luckless person born aad bred 
‘Mong proof and par. and leader. 









































With all the virtues he is decked, 
Of faults a keen dissector, 











And, though your style may be correct, 
He’s always a ‘‘corrector’”’! 


His vision's clear, his mind is ripe, 
He’s great on nomenclature ; 

And, being ‘‘ careful of the type,” 
He goes straight back to Nature ! 








He always has the sense to flee 
From wild chrouse and revel, 
Although you can’t dény that be 

Has dealings with ‘‘ the devil.’’ 


The tests they put upon his mind 
Would make some fail completely ; 
But when he’s “ put to proof” you'll 

find 
He passes it so neatly. 
By authors he’s received with praise, 
To careless ‘‘ comps.’’ @ terror ; 
And thus he spends his mortal days 
EKradicating error ! 


To sum his many virtues up 
Requires no special pleader, 
So let us fill the brimming cup, 
And toast the printer’s reader : 
May Joy be ever at his call, 
And Fortune leave some traces ; 
And may his “ lines ’”’ for ever fall 
In the most pleasant places ! 


Well Known. 


Jones.—*‘ How is it that everyone 
knows what the Radicals are going to 
say before they begin to speak ? ”’ 

Smith.—* Give it up! Ask me an 
easier one.” 


are always no Tory ous. 
? + ° e ’ 
Alarums! Excursions!! Ructions!!! Im. 


” 





Jones.—‘* Because their sentiments Dick.— Quite right, too. 
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OVERHEARD. 


Bill.‘ I see as ’ow the Greeks won't ‘ave nothink to do with Autonomy.’ 
You may depend ’e's some bloomin' Turk as they wants to 
” shove in hauthority, and smal! blame to the Greeks for not ‘avin notbink to do with 
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Non-“ Place ”-t. 


(WITH APOLOGIES TO THE FUTURE MRS. ’AWKINS. 


Wuat’s the use o’ frettin’ 
At this blow ter bettin’ 


Though it’s worryin’ ter me ? 


At first I sez ’e couldn't 


Chuck us, cos ’e wouldn't— 
’Awkins ain’t that sort—not ’e! 
3ut them sharks the lawyers 
Reckons they’s top sawyers 


With their statutes and their wigs, 


Like a lot o’ Quakers, 
Cops us poor bookmakers 


Torlks about ‘a place ’’—the prigs ! 


Whats places at races ? 


If you're in the wrong box you've only got yerself to blame, 
Dear ’Enry! Sir ’Enry! ’as ’is little bit upon it all the same! 


Sammy Henpeckt.— Pa, is marriage like a lottery?” 


Mr, He neckt, 


s? 
. 


—‘ Not exactly, my son, for marriage isn't 








Fatal. 
Tramp.—‘* Can yer kindly 'elp me, mum 7 
Lady of the House.—“ You can have a piece of the cake I’ve just 
made, if you like.” 
Tramp (with tears in his eyes).—‘‘ Thank’ee, mum; I want ter 
die! , 
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Horner's Penny STORIES FOR THE PEOPLE still keeps vastly 
ahead of its many imitators. In paper, printing, and illustrations 
it is much superior to any publication of its class that we know of. fase: 
‘The House of St. Kilda” is the latest of its stories, and is from re 
the pen of Fanny Eden. It is a powerfully written tale, and cannot m at 
fail to still add to the fame of its writer and the prosperity of the 
house of Horner. 


‘“’E Dunn-o where ’e Are.” 


Ir’s quite true Mr. Dunn really doesn’t. He has literally no gh q 
locus standi, poor fellow; driven from pillar to post, from start to me 
finish, ‘“‘ he bas no place where to lay his—odds.”” ‘‘ How odd!” he ei, Fe 
exclaimed, ‘I'll be even with Mr. Justice "Awkins yet, who won't v 
allow the B(r)iton to have a bit on!” fas! fie 

‘‘ Must have been—I—er—mean had—‘a bit on’ when he gave a 
that decision. Anyhow this is no place for me,” he said, “ non- 
place-t.”’ 


















































Mr. Bouncer ‘With 
should never have been produced. It 

Mi Sprughtly | niert 
that long as he never | 


Rather Particular. 


Q vy 


Scene: Ocean yacht bound to Mediter- 
Taran. 
Ofiicer of Watch.‘ Man overboard |! 


Man overboard !"’ 

Passenger (in the water).—“ Man, in- 
deed! H'im a gentleman! h’'i am, and 
I'll jolly well let you know it when I 
gets on that thing again, h’i will!”’ 


There was an Old Man of 
Siam. 

THe King of Siam, who is coming to 
visit us in the summer, is named 
Chu la lon Korn. This is all very well, 
80 far as it goes, but suppose you don't 
want to chew lalon corn? And what 
sort of corn is lalon, anyhow ” 


regard to ‘> 


wered 18 flag 


THE REAL TRUTH. 














Inchantress,’ my opinion is that the play 
ws us how Nelson lowered himself to 
public don't 4 ng about 


A Chewbilly. 


Ir is said that Mr. Gladstone in- 
variably chews his food 32 times before 
swallowing it. If the old gentleman 
had always been as careful to choose— 
I mean chew his words before speaking, 
there would be less trouble at the pre- 
sent time in South Africa and else- 
where, 


Somewhat Similar. 


Tailor (indignantly to Customer),—" I 
say! that last cheque I had from you 
was returned by the bank marked ‘ No 
account,’ "’ 

Customer (coolly).—‘‘ Well, the last 
check which I had from you wasn’t of 
much account; it wore very badly.” 








’Ware Hawks! or, In a 
Tight “‘ Place.” 


Booxry :— 


HERE’s a state of things! 

And it clearly brings 
Nought but simple ruination 
To a booky’s occupation, 

So he sadly sings, 

‘* Here’s a state of things.” 


Here's a how-d’e-do ! 
Tnis is something new; 
Show yourself at any races, 
Ev'ry blessed spot a ‘‘ place”’ is; 
Make a bet or two, 
‘There's a how-d’e-do! 


Goodness only knows, 

Now it’s come to blows, 
How aman, though strong and willing, 
Is to turn a single shilling, 

With such cunning foes; 

Goodness only knows! 


This 7s something rough! 
Betting legal? Stuff! 
What’s the good of talking gammon 
To this knowing son of Mammon! 
All this legal bluff 
Is uncommon rough ! 


Bless his honest face ! 
Ev’rywhere’s a ‘ place,” 
’Spite of all his fancy talkin’s! 
And to think that Henry Hawkins 
So decides the case— 
Bless his honest face ! 


Any other judge, 

I'd have shouted, ** Fudge! ”’ 
3ut we know him on the “ courses.”’ 
He’s a tidy ‘‘ judge ’’ of horses— 

I’d decline to budge 

For another judge ! 


Britons may be free, 
But it seems to me 
Law’s a tyranny begetter, 
tight’s a wrong, and bad’s a “ better’’; 
That's a libertee! 
So it seems to me. 


Betting legal? Where ? 
On a stool or chair ? 

In a house or in a garden ? 

Is it—I must beg your pardon! 
Is it just or fair? 


Betting legal? Where? 


In a decent club! 
Is it-—that’s the rub? 
Hawkes and p’licemen come a raiding, 
Saysthey: ‘* You're the Law evading!”’ 
Safer in a pub. 
Than a betting-club! 


S’pose I try the street, 
3ackers chance to meet, 
Book a bet—all right and proper 
Off to Bow Street with a “ copper’”’ ! 
Betting is a ‘‘ treat” 
In a public street ! 


Try Trafalgar Square, 
Michael Davitt’s there 
Talking rot devoid of reason, 
Silly cant, and bosh, and treason ! 
Bookies, though, beware, 
If you try the Square! 


Ain’t it queer and strange ? 
Stocks are out of range— 
Go and “ bull” a rising ‘‘ Bertha”’ 
There's a ‘‘place’’—they can’t un- 
earth a 
Broker on his ’Change— 
Ain't it jolly strange ? 





— 


MarcuH 23, 1897, 





































































wna 


Re Ry 











Sy ENN Ne res 




















111 











jatancn 23, 1897. 


SS 

ie 
Le ee . 
eS eee 

ss un ® 

+ Soe _ 


ea RO 


Ce ee 


a 


So 


<a 


“a= 
Yaw o> 


25 


























HAWKE 


ST 


om On 
+3 
aD 
| 
os 
_— 
rT 
an 
2 
= 
Ns 
- 
< 


THE 


AUSED CONSTERNATION 


OFFICE,~ WITHIN 


~ 
TN 
> 
ht os 
leant 
< 
> 
4in 
~ 
- <- 
- 
SI? 
be ol 
| 
mm © 
~ 
—s ¢ 
. 
~~ - 
ao 
> 
f4 
cS ail 
ee ‘ 
~A 
—_ 
— 
> ose 
L . 
e ae 
, > 
«a 
'.. — 
an eee 
..) — 
— 
— Tf) 
~~ 
. 
mw. 
— 
eel 
—_ 
c 
’ s 
4 ~ 
—_ r 
all 
, ~2 
| pee 
ry 
mel 
-_ * 
at. 
S| 
, . 
— 
>< 
Nn 
ro - 
~2 
— 


CISION OF FIVE 
‘TATTE 


MEN. 
i 


mg 

) 

<2 

a Ry 

ros ~* 

Om 
> 
PS 4 
4 

, 

aE es, 

tH 

Ss wt 

es ‘ 


























+ Nie mere 9 


> NOT at ita rise ends 





(For Cartoon Verses see page 110.) 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 
ae No. 2.—‘ THE HALL OF DELIGHT.” 


I was awake long before Amelia had commenced to stir, fora 
hard kitchen chair is not conducive to much sleep, even after a 
night of conviviality. I felt in no way inclined just then to at 
once assume the plan of attack I had been so valiant over a few 
hours ago. My head contained all the headaches the world had 
ever known, and my thirst seemed unquenchable. How strange 
that so much drink should produce so much thirst. Depressed in 
spirit and lanquid in body, I wanted to meet Boffles and murder 


him. 

Boffles, the author of last night’s business! Boffles, the “ public 
house” lurer. My mind was bitter against him—(I had still to 
meet Amelia). 

Presently her footsteps overhead began to vibrate the house. My 
thoughts turned (funnily enough) to early morning walks, when one 
can hear the little birds singing, and watch the world bursting into 
life, 

I seized my hat, and just as the bedroom door opened I strolled 
into the street. 

Amelia was at the breakfast table when I returned to Melpomene 
Villa and gave me a freezy stare as I entered, while Telemachus 


Jupiter giggled. 
- Ho lloa, 


dad!’’ he said ; 
‘* been having 
a hair of the 
dog that bit 
you?” I con- 
sidered the re- 
mark not 
worthy of re- 
tort, and sank 
with dignified 
ease into my 
chair (where 
does the boy 
get his slang 
from 7). I took 
up the news- 
paper, but it 
was no. use. 
The lines 
seemed to run 
one into the 
other. I could 
still see Am- 
elia’s stoney 
glare, even 
through the 
\ paper. 
‘Well!’ she said at Jast (I looked up interrogatively); ‘ what 
explanation am I to offer to the eB Gomes for your disgraceful 
conduct of last night?” 

“Madam” I said, rising to the occasion, ‘‘ your suspicions are 
unfounded. “I must have had some sort of a fit——”’ 

* Yes, a tight fit, I suppose,” she snarled. 

“And Boffles,”’ I went on, loftily, not heeding the interruption, 
‘kindly took me in to have some ‘ dog’s nose.’”’ 

* Jeremiah Winklepuff,” said Amelia, ‘‘ you're a wicked, good-for- 
nothing old man. Talk to me of fits, indeed. Why, I saw you 
with my own eyes kiss the hand of that painted piece of frippery 
opposite. You gallivanting old roué! And before the eyes of your 
innocent young child.”’ 

* Stow it, mother! " said Telemachus, “ I ain’t an innocent young 
child. Give us a chance.” 

‘‘Telemachus Jupiter,” said Amelia, severely, ‘It’s time you 
went to your daily toil. Go! and leave the contaminating in- 
fluence of this wicked old man."" (He went.) 

It was all too true. But who shall stop the avalanche? I simply 
writhed as Mrs. J. W's tongue flowed on, until at last there was 
peace : for Amelia worn out, with continued vituperation, suddenly 
ceased, and left the room, slamming the door violently. 

Alas! peace was not to reign long. Ere many hours had passed 
& missive was brought me bya wretched little scrub of a boy. 
It was from ‘*‘ Baby,"’ the barmaid. I opened it with trembling 
fingers. Her orthography was not as fair as her face; yet it was 
to the point. ‘ You sweat old thing,” it ran, ‘I ‘ave got the nite 
orf after all, and shall be reddy for you at 7 sharp. My madenly 
modesty pervented me from answering your delikate question last 
night before Mr, Boffles, but I do so now, Mr. Boftles uncle, J am 





j hI) , 
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“T COULD STILL SEE AMELIA'’S STONEY GLARE THROUGH 
THE PAPEL.” 


yours. The ring you give me last nite I will keep till you give me 
the diamond one, as promised. I will, ’owever, ‘ave it altered to 
fit if you send the oof, and were it for your sake, and in future sign 
myself your future wife, ‘ Baby,’ or Maria Spriggins.” Merciful 
powers! My ring, my gold signet ring, that has been handed down 
from father to son for generations of Winklepuffs. 


The deceitful jade must have taken it from my finger. Heedless 
of Amelia and all the world I rushed round to the “ public,” and 
inquired in agitated tones for the syren who had entrapped me, 
a prey to the coarse witticisms from the loafers of the bar. 

“ D’yer,” said one, “it’s Baby’s new mash. Seems in a bit of a 
hurry, don’t he?’’ and he and his brutal companion laughed. 


But I achieved my object. I was once more the proud possessor 
of the heirloom; dearer to me than ever (by the expenditure of the 
£5 note I had promised Amelia for a birthday present). ‘‘ Baby,”’ 
the perfidious, had kept my precious relic in a wine-glass at the back 
of the bar. 

My “ Declaration of Independence’’ had to be postponed that 
night. Amelia had gone to pour her sorrows in a neighbour’s ear. 

I strolled out in the evening for a little moral recreation after 
my last night’s dissipation, shunning, like a pestilence, ‘‘ Baby’s 
lair.”’ I had learnt the lesson, ‘‘ The fair are sometimes false.”’ 

Passing down the High Street, I saw on a glass transparency the 
words, ‘‘Chapman’s Hall of Delight.” Tempted by curiosity, I 
ventured in. I had not proceeded many yards when I felt a hand 
grab me behind. Turning round, I sawan arm coming out of a 
little hole in the wall, and a voice said 

‘¢ Now, then, old Blow-hard, pay up!” 

“ Pay what?” I said. 

‘‘ Pay for admission,” the voice replied. ‘‘ You don’t come that 
game here. I know yer.” 5 

‘I dare say you do,’ Isaid. “The name of Jeremiah Winkle- 
puff is well known and respected in Acton. Will you kindly let go 
my coat ?”’ 

I then found that a nominal charge is made for admittance to 
these places. The man laughed as I paid the money and said:— ~ 

“T gay, Jeremiah! what time are you going to be fetched?’ 
(The people of the ‘ Hall of Delight ’’ are most unpleasant.) 

I followed a long string of people into a gayly-lighted hall, at the 
end of which was erected a stage, on which various songs were 
sung during the evening. 

Strange that most of them seemed to fit my case exactly. All 
about men coming home intoxicated, and being bullied by their 
wives. ‘I'he refrain of one clung to me for many a day afterwards. 
It was something like this— 


‘‘T don’t care a jot, notI; 

‘* 1’m not in a funk, for I’ve come home drunk— 
‘‘The missus at roost; the money all sunk— 
‘*I don’t care a jot, not I.” 


It was, I 
thought, some- 
what coarsely 
expressed, but 
how true, and 
I wept in very 
sympathy for 
the man of the 
song, as I turn- 
ed pensively to 
wards the bar. 
I saw there 
& sight that 
for a moment 
almost para- 
lysed every 
nerve in my 
body. This, 
then, was the 
“shorthand 
class,” ‘the 
French for be- 
ginners.”’ This 
“the debating 
class at the 
Young Men's 
Mutual Im- 
provement So- 
ciety.” For “This was tHe Younc Men’s Improvement,” &2., &. 
there, lolling 
half over the bar, cigarette in moutb, and talking to that painted 
creature, was—I cau scarce utter it—my son, and pride of the 
Winklepuffs, Telemachus Jupiter! 
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By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


THE St. James's Gazette stated 
recently in its fashionable gossip 
that the King of the Belgians was 
paying a visit to England in strict 
“>, Incognito, ** to see the rare specimens” 
<< . at Kew Gardens. 


\ 

“We may expect to hear that the 
German Emperor has been staying in 
London in order to study the uniforms 
of the Salvation Army, as it is under- 
stood that his Majesty is desirous of 
being photographed in one of them. 

* * * 
That the Czar has been paying a round of visits to the seaports of 
Great Britain—testing the different varieties of periwinkle, which 
he wishes to introduce to his kitchens in St. Petersburg, 


* ~ 











Sandow is now going in for the composition of music, a sample 
of which may be heard any evening at the Pavillion during his 
performance there. It is not true that his favourite instruments 
are dumb-bells. 


Sandow now has a pair of pretty girls hanging on to the end of a 
bar which he lifts and twirls in the accepted fashion. These are 
the dumb-belles he prefers. 


* *K 


At the time of writing, war is declared to be “ inevitable.” That 
has been the state of affairs during the past few weeks according 
to the newspaper correspondents; if it goes on being inevitable 
nobody will be one penny the worse. 


+” 


On the other hand, affairs in the Transvaal look distinctly 
black. When Oom Paul gets as far as insulting the (Queen and 
gloating over the Englishmen his burghers shot so nicely through 
the head, one not unnaturally begins to look out for squalls. And 
when the squall comes there will be no more Majuba Hills, or 
Laing’s Neks, or Krugersdorps this time. 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 66.) 
AN APOSTROPHE TO ENGLAND. 


Is the blood of the Vikings, which gave you 

Your grandeur and glory, then cooling so fast ? 
Is its ruby-red torrent less ruddy, 

Its course almost run, and its passion all past ? 
Has the time for your empire to crumble, 

Decaying and broken, arrived then at last? 
Is the flag now so tattered and dimmed by 

The storms, that ‘tis time it were hauled from the mast ? 
Ifin open and free field of battle 

Your legions at last bent the knee to the foe, 
And our England become but a province, 

And under the heel of the victor lay low; 
E’en if tarnished and dimmed be her glory, 

No taint of dishonour would add to her woe. 
If she fall by the hand of her children, 

Who prove themselves false to her past, let her throw 
The proud reins of Empire to others, 

Disgraced is her name and all darkened her sun. 
Ah, dear England, great Mother of Nations, 

Bestir thee! Remember your glory was won 
By your sires, who ne’er feared to be manly 

And free; does their blood in your veins coldly run, 
Or, has luxury left you so jaded, 

With ideals forgotten and duties undone ? 




















I WENT over to Camberwell the other 
evening and enjoyed Newmarket at the 
Métropole very much indeed. One could 
not do otherwise, for little Miss Edouin was 
in the cast, and where she is—there is 
mirth and merriment, frolic and refine- 
ment. I am afraid that Newmarket did 
not do great things at the Opera Comique, 
but if its whole tour is as successful as the 
opening week at Camberwell, it will have 
Xr nothing to grumble at. Mr. Edouin being 
required for the blooming La Poupée at the Prince of Wales's, 
the excellent Tom Snaffle will have for interpreter in the country 
the popular Mr. J. J. Dallas, who gets plenty of fun from the 
part. The acting all round is generally very good. 





GOSSAMER. 


The American biograph is an invention of Mr. Hermann Casler, of 
New York. Its alleged superiority is in the matter of detail and 
an absence of perceptible vibration. It is claimed that the pictures 
appear to be stationary, and that there are no specks, or gleaming 
perforations, to worry and distress the eyes. Certainly the living 
pictures, as exemplified by this invention, are conspicuously larger, 
but the accompanying attributes, such as flickering, specks, etc., do 
not seem to be altogether absent. However, the invention is mar- 
vellously wonderful, and should be received without grumbling. A 
demonstration was given at the Palace Theatre on'Thursday afternoon, 
when some very fine pictures were shown. Views of Niagara, as 
seen from the bridge leading to Goat Island, and the Whirlpool 
Rapids, at the spot were Captain Webb disappeared, were grandly 
realistic. A comical domestic incident of a Piccaninny’s ablution 
was very laughable, and the correlative matter of bathing the 
kitten, by the child, was great fun. The pictures of the Empire 
State Express and the Chicago Limited Express were respectively 
impressive. One almost seemed to catch the roar and the rush of 
the ponderous mass flying along at 60 miles an hour. There were 
many other specimens exhibited, and altogether this fresh develop- 
ment of photographic power is a pronounced improvement. 


AN EXd#IBITION OF WATER-coLoUR Drawrtnas, by Mr. Tom 
Simpson, will be held at The Gallery, 175, New Bond Street, 
during April, the distinctive features of which will be the direct- 
ness of their execution and the conciseness of treatment exhibited 
in the work ; and on this account described by the artist as a show 
of “‘ Short-hand ” Water-colour Sketches, including subjects in and 
around Greater London, Essex, and parts of the Sussex coast, in 
all about one hundred examples. 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 


Fancy dress balls will continue popular so long as a certain 
number of people have handsomer banking accounts than they 
have faces. 

I regret to observe that the Astronomer Royal has neglected to 
record an eclipse which is sure to occur this year, and that is, that 
Fun will eclipse all the other comic (?) papers, 


Now that so many of our Civil Servants (as the gentlemen in 
Someérset House, the War Office, the Admiralty, etc., are ironically 
called) have turned their attention to literature, it is a question 
whether it should not be stated that their working hours are from 
4 p.m. to 10 a.m., instead of 10 to 4, as they are supposed to be. 


The ladies are great believers in the old maxim, ‘‘ Never say dye,” 
but they nearly all do it, nevertheless. 
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“ Consulting the Oracle.” 
A LIGHT COMEDY IN ONE CONVERSATION. 





Scene.—An “ Inquiry” Office. 
Dramatis Persone. 
Be Cc cccksecoceces .. An Unworkable Oracle. 
Mr. Dillon .....02e+0+e0+++- An Irish Party. 
Mr. Healy....c0.-+20000+++ A Very Irish Party. 


(Curtain rises and discovers Mr. Curzon preparing for the fray, 
with a blue-book in one hand and a biscuit in the other. A knock 
is heard at door.) 

Mr. Curzon.—Come in, come in! 


(Enter Mr. Dillon.) 


Mr. Dillon.—I hope I don’t intrude.” 

Mr. Curzon.—“ Not at all-—don't mention it. 
know ?”’ 

Mr. Dillon.—“ I want to know——” 

Mr. Curzon (looking round in feigned despair ).—‘ I expected it. 
But proceed, sir, proceed. (He pulls himself together and prepares 
to die at his post.) 

Mr. Dillon.—“ I wish to know, sir, how many Christians, if any, 
are »t present languishing in Mussulman dungeons; whether the 
Government is aware that they are avxious to get out, and what 
steps will be taken to get them out; how many Greeks are at 
present marauding in Macedonia, and whether the Government is 
prepared to send a volunteer battalion to assist them, and, if not, 
why not; what is a Redif, and who called it out, and why, did it 
come out, and how, what’s it come out for, and how many of them 
are there?”’ 

Mr. Curzon.—“ No, sir, he is not. To the second question my 
answer is the same as I gave the week before last. To the third— 
never! and with regard to the last, I don’t know myself, and the 
governor's out, and I don’t know when he'll be back, and I can’t 
find out, because I don't know where's he gone.”’ 

Mr. Dillon.—* Then, sir, may I ask——’”’ 

Mr. Curzon.—“ Certainly, you may, certainly!” 

Mr. Dillon.—“ Then, sir, 1s Athens or is it not the capital of 
civilised Europe, is there not a great deal of European capital 
employed there, and will Europe ever get it back ?”’ 

Mr. Curzon.—'‘ The Government have no information on the 
subject, no means of getting such information, and no desire to 
get it.” 

Mr, Dillon.—" Do you read the Chronicle ?”’ 

Mr. Curzon,—*' No, I don’t.” 

Mr. Dillon.—“ Your answer is very unsatisfactory, sir, and I shall 
call again.” 

(Exit Mr. Dillon with great dignity. Mr. Curzon smiles with an 
inner meaning, and winks at himself in the glass. Fearful noise 
heard * off.”") 

Mr. Dillion (“off "’).—“ Keep to your own side of the stairs, bedad!”’ 

Mr. Healy (* off”).—‘Sorr!” 

Mr. Dillon (* off’').—“ Sorr! yourself!’ 

Mr. Healy (“ off’’).—“ Begorra —it's ashamed of yez I am—ye've 
no manners, bejabers! at all, at all!’ 

Mr. Dillon (‘ off"').—“ Thin, trid on the tail of me coat——"’ 

(Sounds of blows and of two heavy bodies falling down two flights 
of stairs are heard, Mr. Curzon smiles again, arranges his tie, and 
winks impressively. A pause, and enter Mr. Healy with a battered 
hat,a aunting air, and a black eye.) 


You want to 


Mr. Healy.—'‘ I wish, sir, to know——” 
Mr. Curzon.—* Happy, I’m sure, to see you! ”’ 
Mr. Healy.—'' I wish to know, sir, if the Government is aware 


that there was a demonstration the week before last in the Old 
Kent Road in favour of Greece, and whether the Government has 
changed its mind in consequence of that demonstration ; how many 
beans make a might-have-been ; and whether Britain is to use her 
power in favour of anarchy, brutality, and general ruffianism ? ”’ 


ss tssseeeeteseeseeneennts 


Mr. Curzon.—“ The Govennment is not aware of any demonstra. 
tion anywhere; the Government bas not, therefore, changed its 
mind. ‘The remaining questions, considering the delicacy of our 
present arrangements, I must, in the interests of everybody, 
absolutely decline to answer.” ; 

Mr. Healy.—“ Thanks! Now, with regard to Armenia, where is 
it; who are the Armenians, and why; are they still being 
massacred, and how, and what for?” 

Mr. Curzon.—“ I don’t know, I don’t want to know, and I find 
on inquiry that nobody does know.” f sy 

Mr. Healy.—“ Thanks, very much! I will now ask, how is it 
that the British Fleet came to bombard Umslopogos, who fired 
first, and how many Christian Cretans died of fright, and whether 
they were informed that the firing might be dangerous ?”’ 

Mr. Curzon.—‘I have made inquiries, and I find that there 
is no such ‘place’ as Umslopogos, therefore the question is un- 
anwerable.”’ 

Mr. Healy.—“ Do you read the Star?” 

Mr. Curzon.—‘‘ I do not!” 

Mr. Healy.—‘“‘Thanks. Then may I ask you to define a 
‘place’?”’ 

"a Curzon (argumentatively).—* Well, you see, it’s like this: I 
am only a young man and the governor’s out, and I want my 
lunch, so I put it to you!” 

Mr. Healy.—* Order, order! I must repeat, what is a ‘ place’ ?” 

Mr. Curzon.—“ Well, sir, I have found a ‘ place’ to be an under- 
paid, overworked position, in which a young gentleman of good 
family has to put up with a great deal from persons of very little 
consequence. (With a sweet smile.) I trust I make myself clear?’ 

Mr. Healy.— Perfectly, sir, perfectly. I consider your be- 
haviour very unsatisfactory indeed, and shall repeat my questions 
again and again.” 

(He bows with Hibernian politeness and backs against Mr. Dillon, 
who enters hurriedly.) 

Mr. Dillon.—“ Sorr!”’ 

Mr. Healy.—‘ Sorr, yourself! 

Mr. Dillon.—“‘I come, sorr, to pay my respects to your betters, 
sorr! (Turning to Mr. Curzon.) I forgot to ask, but can you 
oblige me with a few figures? How many men are there in the 
Turkish army, how much are they paid, how much are they under- 
paid, and what do they think of it? How many men are there in 
the Greek army, how are they paid, and with whose money— and 
does it pay? What is the difference between the duties on 
spirituous liquors absorbed by the Greeks, and on those absorbed 
by the Turks, and whether the Government will appoint a com- 
mittee to take evidence from both sides? ”’ 

Mr. Curzon (in desperation).—“ Dashed if I know! But, I say, 
look here, you know, I’ll ask the governor directly he comes in. 
Put it on a bit of paper, will you ? I’m not much on figures myself. 
Such a bore, you know.” 

Mr. Dillon.—‘‘ Most unsatisfactory. I particularly wanted those 
figures. Will you know to-morrow, do you think?” 

Mr. Curzon.—‘* A question like that it is impossible to answer 
on the spur of the moment.” 

Mr. Dillon.—“ Very unsatisfactory, indeed. Sir, I shall call again.” 
we and backs on to Mr. Healy, who has been ‘“‘ waiting”’ for 

im.) 

Mr. Healy.—* Sorr!”’ 

Mr, Dillon.—“ Sorr, yourself!” 

Mr. Healy (taking off his coat and throwing it on ground).— 
“ Bedad !”’ 

Mr. Dillon (taking off his coat).—* Bejabbers !”’ 


Mr. Hea had , 
Mr. aa (rushing at each other).—‘* Whirrhoo! ” 


3 


(They fight furiously. Mr. Curson meanwhile, smiling sweetly 
and winking profoundly, sinks through trap door. As he slowly 
disappears, a halo is seen to grow upon his head to strains of sweet 
music. Blue fire and (Curtain.) 


~~ 
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Trifles about Topics. A Baconian Essay—Woman. 

Toric I.—Canon Knox Little regrets that his dear friend Father Reason is there to believe that these remarks are not absolutel 
Maturin has been “betrayed into that hotbed of inveracity, the the first made upon this entrancing subject. Woman, it hath off 
Church of Rome. es said, is a creature different from man ; whereat certain of the 

atter rejoice and are glad. She is the salt of the earth : they prefer 

Toric IIl.—Mr. Davitt hoped on March 14th that Greece, if their nourishment without seasoning. It be these same mletivalets 
coerced, will send one or two men-of-w ar (whether Russian, which say that she hath a smali foot, a small appetite, and, ex pede 
Austrian, Italian, French, or English) to the bottom of the Herculem, a small mind. Give not heed unto their vain imaginings, 
Mediterranean. ' but ag I regard the verity. Man without woman is nought; 

: : ‘7 _ together they are one; simple substraction, therefore, doth manifest 

Topic III.—Betting-rings oe come within the her worth. As for her taste, is it not proverbial, and doth it not 

prohibitions of the Betting Houses Act of 1853. reveal itself in caresses lavished upon hideous fragments of pet- 
, ae. ; , dogdom, in her choice of literature, and in divers improvements 

Toric IV.—The phrase, Ken kwaaje Vrouw, applied by Kruger to upon her shape? Woman is the child of Nature, which appeareth 
the Queen, 1s now said to mean, not ‘a difficult woman,” but “a in this, that she loveth the fragrant blossoms, the tuneful birds, the 
determined lady. placid lakes. The first, as scent, perfumeth her handkerchief, the 

; : second she weareth in her hat, and the third doth declare whether 
I,—SacERDOTAL AMENITIES. that hat is on straight. Ever hath she been accounted by 


Doth, then, the tolerant spirit prove philosophers a riddle; it yet remaineth to be shown that she is 
In mild ecclesiarch's breast so brittle ? worth the solving. 

Behold, into the odium-groove Blessed far above men and mutes, woman possesseth the gift of 
How little knocks Knox Little! tongues. There be none but doth know that ever, while speech 

The modern saints of Christendom was in the making, she outstepped both brother and husband, 
Delight each other’s ears to box ; and history saith truly that the first phrase that was spoken fell 

Lo, Leo’s Jambs are getting from from female lips, and was ‘‘ How do I look?” Hearken now to the 
Knox Little little knocks ! voice of the poet: 


‘‘ Without her, home lacks head, lacks hands; nor is her praise yet 


II.—SHIP-SINKER versus SNAKE-SLAYER. nt 
sung— 
The seventeenth day of March has borne the name Of empires she’s the vertebr, of universe the tongue.” 
St. Patrick’s Day while years have run in cycles: ’ : ' 
Let March the Pot, tn ate to greater eta. The fair sex walk not by the light of reason, but, rather, bya much 
Aspire, and through all time be called St. Michael’s! stronger illumination, to wit, their own sovereign will and 
For Patriot Pat his country’s snakes pursued pleasure. 
Till off the Irish beach he bravely shot ‘em ; A woman’s love is more precious than rubies; diamonds of a good 
But Patriot Mick would drive, in nobler mood, water are, however, sometimes taken in payment. A woman’s work 
His country’s war-ships to the deep sea’s bottom ! is never done, ofttimes because it is never commenced. A woman’s 
reputation is a priceless possession, concerning which the sage hath 

III.—A Ficuip to Backstairs BookMAKING. well remarked that she cleaneth her own with water, and her 

: , neighbour’s with mud. Eve put her teeth first into the apple, 

What a tangle is here! Has Old — made clear since when her daughters have had first bite at everything. Verily 

His sound sense, or his si go oh they lighten our cares and our pockets. Worthy itis of observing 
a the a ae cues eae — oc career, | that a virtuous woman is true as steel, and often as hard. 

r pursue 2 
Why, the latter, of course! It is good to adopt Women there be that are amongst the most potent of hydraulic 
Any scheme by which popular vice may be stopped: mechanism in existence, and wonderful are the things they per- 
But ye pamper its growth when you drive it, odzooks ! _ form by means of water power. Least among these may be cited 
From publicity’s haunts into by-ways and nooks. the utter defeat of mankind in argument. y ou shall find that 

| pretty women are formidable things. ‘Dealing destruction’s 


IV.—’WaRE Warson, Oom! | devastating doom” they go through life, leaving in their track 
; a bleeding hearts, damaged brains, impaired estates, yoa, and 


Her Maiesty first was a Difficult Vrouw— | lawyer’s fees. 
Beware, Oom Paul, beware! , ; 
’ mass. Tet ? : ar To speak now of women as wives. In divers states wives are 
But it as = = — —" - taal sold by auction in the market, but convention hath decreed that 
Ake Care! take Care in more civilised lands the bidding shall be conducted in private. 


Watehever te wane onan 79 eens may be, | Turks shut up their wives, Britons wish they could. A good wife 
Beware, Oom Paul, beware ; knoweth how to make trousers, and often how to wear them. 
A free-spoken Bard in these isles have we, aang 6 
Who keeps up his sleeve, for the likes of thee, |. And now verbum sat sapienti: Not every woman that singeth 
An adjective strong which begins with D—— is in voice, not every woman that weepeth is in pain, not every 
woman that kisseth is in love. Ham. 


Take care! take care! 




























PLEASANTEST 
CURE FOR INDIGESTION. 


6d. and 7s. / d and Biscuits sent on receipt of Stamps. . | 
| ove Sead, bleuita apa tiene can be obtained from all leading Bakers and Grocers in the British Isles, Should any difficulty 
be experienced in obtaining “HOVIS,” or if what is supplied be unsatisfactory, please write, and, in the latter case, enclosing sample 


(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 8. FITTON & SON, Millers, Macclesfield. 
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THE 





OF 


PRIZE COMPETITION 


Of the 2nd March instant. 





ANSWERS: 


. Be honest. 

Never despair. 

. Silence is golden. 

Safe bind safe find. 

. It’s never too late to mend. 
. All that glitters is not gold. 


no -_ 


> Oo & Co 








The Editor has awarded a Prize of ONE POUND 


toeach of the undermentioned successful Competitors: 


Miss BROWN, The Duke of Wellington, William Street, Woolwich. 

Mr. H. BACON, Rylston, St. Stephen’s Road, Hounslow. 

Mr. F. HARPER, 202, Upper Parliament Street, Liverpool. 

PRIVATE A. E. UMBERS, 2nd Coldstream Guards, Chelsea. Barracks, S.W. 


Mr. J. A. WIGHTMORE, 41, Ritchings Avenue, Walthamstow. 
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